EURIPIDES
Chorus
STROPHE
We call earth and the all-night span
Owned by the moon, and on the sun,
The god that radiates to man,                                           750
To send the word down here. With one
Voice make the whole sky ring like mad
To Zeus's own throne, and all the way
Out to Athena with the glad
News. As for us, we say:                                                    755
For Athens, home, and for the right
Of refugees, we mean to fight
With naked steel.
ANTISTROPHE
A dreadful and appalling thing
It is, to think that such a great                                           760
Town like Mycenae, threatening,
Should store up spite against our state.
But we'd have thoroughly deserved
Our ample fill of shame and curses
If, with guest-rights unobserved,                                        765
We gave to Argos' tender mercies
Their fugitives. Our champion Zeus
Prizes us, nor will I reduce
The gods beneath ourselves.
STROPHE
Mother of our state and Queen!                                        770
Defender and Mistress as well!
Smash the false attackers* spleen.
Send their serried spears to hell!
Our cause is good, and I refuse
To think that we deserve to lose                                        775
Our native city.
ANTISTROPHE
We honor the abundant rite
Of yours, and when the month is done,
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